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the most remarkable are those of Jey Appa and of Suutaji, which invite com-
parison with the most beautiful monuments of the Maha Sati at Oudeypoor.

The bungalow in .which, with the permission of Major Davidson, we had
taken up our abode, was in the centre of the line of temples which cover the
northern banks of the lake; and it is impossible to imagine a better situation
from which to contemplate this marvellous coup d'&il. From our windows we
could see the lake, the Aravalis, -atjid the desert, whose yellow hillocks showed
above the temples; nay, our view embraced even the marble ghats, thronged from
morning to night with a motley crowd of noisy pilgrims. I was never tired of
watching this brilliant and ever-varying scene.

Even before the sun appears above the far distant peaks on the horizon,
inhabitants and pilgrims all hasten to wash in the healing waters. A thousand
bathers appear and disappear among the limpid waves, defying the alligators, who,
frightened by the noise, keep at a distance. A bevy of young girls, covered
merely with gauze veils, disport themselves in the lake, in front of the temples
of Krishna, the God of Love, making the shores resound with their fresh ringing
laughter; and when from time to time they pause in their sport, and rise out of
the-waves, with their hair streaming over their bare shoulders, one might easily
take them for the beautiful Apsaras, who were able to charm the divine Brahma,
The sun rises like a ball of fire from behind the glowing rocks, giving a marvellous
brilliancy to the white domes and spires. The pilgrims then throng the ghats,
and the multitude silently enters the water: it is the hour of prayer. Every
face is turned towards the rising orb, and the sacred rites commence. The person
initiated takes some water in the hollow of the hand, at the same time pronounc-
ing some orisons in a low voice; after which he, throws the water towards the
sun, and towards the four points of the compass in succession. When the rite is
over, the noise recommences, and the scene' becomes every moment more
animated.                                                      ,

The newly arrived pilgrim repairs forthwith to the ghats for the ceremony of
initiation, when fierce contention for possession of the client arises among the
Brahmins; each one of whom seizes the unfortunate traveller by some part of his
clothing, offering him a thousand advantages, and promising to perform the
ceremony better and cheaper than Ms rival. Finally, the price is agreed upon,
and the whole party proceeds to bathe in the lake, when almost the same cere-
monies that take place in the morning are repeated. If by chance it is some rich
individual who comes to wash away his sins in the sacred waters, he is at once
surrounded by the Brahmins, who load him with flattery, and are as humble and
cringing to him as they are haughty and insolent-to the poorer pilgrims. But
times have greatly altered. Even the kings of Eajesthan have become cold and
sceptical, and think more of filling their treasuries than of despoiling themselves
for the benefit of the Brahmins. The number of these latter is greatly increased,
and hence there is more competition. As an old priest said to me, " This kind of
thing does not answer in these days.. One barely succeeds in gaining a liveli-
hood j and the valley is in the hands of infidels." They regret the good old
times, when the retinues of the rajahs filled the streets of the holy city^ and gold
flowed in abundance on the quays; but I fear that those days will never return
for them. For sll this, however, the money annually expended in Poshkur by
the pilgrims from all parts of India must still amount to a considerable sum.